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at the ' Aeroplane '—he's more interesting now that he's
dropped Poetry for the East. Everybody ought to drop
something. I'm too old now, but if I'd dropped baronetcy
in time, I could have made quite a good contortionist."
" What would you recommend for Members of Parlia-
ment ? "  asked Michael, with a grin.
" Postmanship, my dear—carrying on, you know ;   a
certain importance, large bags, dogs to bark at you, no
initiative, and conversation on every door-step.    By the
way, do you see Desert ? "
" I have seen him."
Sir Lawrence screwed up his eyes.
" The providential," he said, " doesn't happen twice."
Michael coloured ; he had not suspected his father of such
shrewd observation.    Sir Lawrence swung his cane.
" Your man Boddick," he said, " has persuaded some of
his hens to lay ; he's giving us quite good eggs."
Michael admired his reticence. But somehow that un-
expected slanting allusion to a past domestic crisis roused
the feeling that for so long now had been curled like a
sleepy snake in his chest, that another crisis was brewing
and must soon be faced.
" Coming along for tea, sir ? Kit had tummyache this
morning. How's your last book doing ? Does old Danby
advertise it properly ? "
" No," said Sir Lawrence, " no; he's keeping his head
wonderfully ; the book is almost dead."
" I'm glad I dropped him, anyway," said Michael, with
emphasis. " I suppose, sir, you haven't a tip to give us,
now this case is over ? "
Sir Lawrence gazed at a bird with a long red bill.
" When victorious," he said, at last, " lie doggo.    The
triumphs of morality are apt to recoil on those who achieve
them."

